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disgusting, but in India it is regarded as a privilege
of Society.
I made up my mind one day in Madras to pay a
visit to Government House, where, after all, I had a
right to expect all that is best in Indian Society. I
called and signed my name in the visitors' book. My
occupation I left blank. An imposing looking card
with a crown embossed in gold arrived a few days
later and I rolled up in the blazing sun about four
o'clock in the afternoon to what is euphemistically
called a Garden Party. On the windscreen of our
car appeared in large red letters P.E. (Private Entry),
but it made little difference, for we all entered by the
same gate and there was the same confusion at the
entrance to the garden.
When I am invited to any function, I expect my
host to be there to receive me. Yet when we got
there, I saw a few hundred guests gathered on the
lawn, not knowing what to do or where to go. We
waited for something to happen. Two A.D.C.'s
were rushing up and clown the lawn, when from the
distance I heard the strains of the National Anthem
and we all stood at attention and looked loyal. His
Excellency the Governor emerged from the building,
preceded by a quarter dozen men in uniform and
followed by a quarter dozen others in grey morning
dress and carrying toppers. Over red carpet they
walked to the furthest corner of the grounds where a
shamiana was erected and six of the A.D.C/s lined